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M argarita Gomez was 


3 years old when she lost her 
leg. But that didn't slow Mar- 
garita down. She's an active 
Pathfinder in Mexico and 
attended the first Inter- 
America Division Camporee 
held at Oaxtepec. 

Being a Pathfinder, Mar- 
garita also has friends around 
the world. 

When students in a North- 
ern California Conference ele- 
mentary school heard Mar- 
garita's story, they wanted to 
help. "Could we help buy an 
artificial leg for Margarita?" 
they asked. The Youth Min- 
istry director, Elder Larry 
Caviness, said, "Why not?" 

So the Northern 
California Pathfinders 
worked hard to raise 
money for Margarita. 
Before long they were 
able to send a check for almost 
$2,000 to the Mexican Union 
office. There Luis Jairo Flores, 
the union youth director, is 
using the money to have Mar- 
garita fitted with a new artifi- 
cial leg. By the time you read 
this Margarita will be practic- 
ing her new walk. 

That's the spirit of the Path- 
finder Club. We're glad you're 
a part. 

Mike Stevenson 
World Pathfinder Director 


Database 


Watching TV could get you to 
the camporee! 


Page 10 


The Case of 


the Missing 
Tent Pole 


When the Trailblazers go on 
their first camping trip, they 
find all sorts of things 


missing. 


Page 9 | 


Denny and his brothers 
discover what bears 


like to eat. 


Page 4 


Clubcraft 


No need to play marbles; now 
there's marble football. And 
clubcraft will show you how 
to make your own game. 


Just what will 
Jason get himself 

into when he goes on 
the Pathfinder campout? 


Page 20 


Trailblazer 


Can you find your way to Pete's 
campsite in Crescent River 


National Park? Page 12 La Es | 


Spotlight 


From a pancake breakfast 
toa big parade, 
Pathfinders are 
having fun! 


| Hate’ 
E, Computers 


' Have you ever used a 


computer? Or wanted to? Find 
out how you can program your 


very own games. Page 19 
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IME for bed, everyone," 
said Dad. “Sleep tight. And don't 
let the bears bite.” 

Keith, Verne, Mark, and Denny 
raced for their tent by the stream 
and tried to squeeze through the 
entrance all at once. 

"OK, now here's the plan,” 
whispered Denny. “We wait until 
Dad and Mom are asleep. Then 
Keith sneaks to the car and brings 
back the ice chest. We'll make 
peanut butter and jelly sand- 
wiches and tell stories all night.” 

^Why do | have to go?" 
objected Keith. "What if Mom and 
Dad catch me?" 

“They won't," assured Denny. 
"Now be quiet and pretend you're 
asleep.” 

Half an hour later the flaps of 
the tent by the creek rustled open. 
A small shadowy form ran toward 
the car. The car door creaked as 
Keith opened it and lifted the 
metal ice chest off the floor. Cau- 
tiously he set the ice chest on the 
ground and closed the door, not 
letting it latch all the way. In a few 
seconds he was back at the tent, 
the chest bumping awkwardly 
against his legs as he ran. 

“You got it,” exclaimed Verne, 
as Keith took off the lid. Denny 
made the sandwiches, then Mark 
put the ice chest outside so they'd 
have more room. 

"Do you want to tell the first 


story, Denny?" asked Verne. 

"Nah," said Denny, yawning. 
"You go ahead." 

“I'm sleepier than I thought,” 
said Verne. There was a silence, 
and in ten minutes they were all 
asleep. 

About three o'clock in the 
morning another dark shape 
appeared at the edge of the forest. 
But this was a very big shape. It 
reared up on its back paws, sniffed 
the air, and headed straight 
toward the boys' tent. In the dark it 
looked larger than normal, a giant 
furry beast with big vicious teeth 
and black sly eyes. 

In the morning Dad was the first 
one up. He came out of the tent 
stretching and trying to see 
through sleepy eyes. 

"What happened!” he 
exclaimed. "Look at this mess!” 
Mom stuck her head out the tent 
door and gasped. 

"Boys," called Dad. “Come 
here. There's something you 
need to see.” 

Denny and Keith crawled from 
the tent, and Verne straggled out 
behind them. The camp was a 
disaster. The ice chest was 
crushed like a tin can. Bits and 
pieces of nubby styrofoam were 
scattered everywhere, mixed in 
with dirt and leftover food. The 
jelly jar lay broken open; the 
insides had been scraped out and 
eaten. Bread crumbs were scat- 
tered over the wreckage like crou- 
tons on a salad, and anxious birds 
hovered expectantly in the trees. 

"Denny, would you like to 
explain how the ice chest man- 
aged to get out of the car and all 
over the ground?" 

“Well, it must have been a bear 
that did it,” said Denny in his 
saddest voice. 

"And the bear opened the car 
door too?" asked Dad. 

"Well..." 

“Well, well, well. I’m findin' 
messes everwhere | go. Now 
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you'd think folks would learn after 
while, wouldn't ya?" 

Denny looked up in surprise. 
An old man walked toward them 
wearing a faded plaid shirt. His 
heavy brown work pants were 
held up by bright-red suspenders. 
Over his long white hair he wore a 
battered gray hat. Bright-blue eyes 
twinkled in a crinkly suntanned 
face half covered by a stubbly 
beard. 

"Did ya get to see him?” the old 
man asked the boys. 

"No," faltered Keith. “We must 
have been asleep.” 

"Well now. That's mighty 
lucky. Most folk get lucky. 

Most folk get scared 
xx... Stiff and start yellin’ 
N i. Ar the bear and 


L] 


throwin' stuff. That jest makes it 
madder. Folks can get hurt if they 
don't stay outa a bear's way when 
he's hungry. They're big fellers. 
Some bears git to be nine feet long 
and weigh 1,500 pounds. They 
can even run thirty miles an hour. 
You don't mess with them. Espe- 
cially mothers with cubs. They're 
meaner than anythin'.” 

The old man smiled, his eyes 
screwing shut in the merriest way. 
"| be Trapper Logan,” he said, 
extending a wrinkled knobby 
hand to Dad. “I guess I've been 
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around these parts as long as 
anyone can remember. l's just 
comin' by the camp to see how 
much damage Old Bee Bottom's 
done to everybody's nice picnic 
stuff.” 

"Do you know a lot about 
bears?” asked Keith. 

"Yep. Bears hev always been 
interestin' to me ever since they 
locked me in a cabin back in 
1909," said Trapper Logan. 

"In 1909! That's a long time 
ago,” said Dad. “Tell us about it.” 

Trapper Logan picked a nice flat 
stump and arranged himself on it. 
“Let's see now. Me and two of my 
buddies were doin' some trappin'. 
We had a little cabin with a sod 
roof that we lived in and stored 
our supplies, includin' a couple 
salted hams we'd brought. The 
bears got wind o' them. They 
chased us into the cabin and tried 
to break the door down. While we 
barricaded the door, one of them 
sneaky bears tried to climb in our 
window, but he got stuck halfway. 
| hit him over the head with a 
piece of firewood, and he got out 
in a hurry. 

“Then they climbed on the roof 
and started tearin' off the sod. We 
took pokers from the fireplace and 
heated them red-hot and stuck 'em 
up through the slats to get the 
bears off. That got two of 'em off, 
but one stayed there and kept 
diggin’ while the others attacked 
the window. My buddy was so 
scared he threw them hams right 
out the other window. The bears 
gobbled them up, and | coulda 
sworn they was laughin’ at us.” 

“Wow!” said Keith. “That must 


6 have been scary." 


"| think I was madder than 
anything,” said Trapper Logan. 
“Them bears gettin’ my precious 
hams.”’ 

“Were they grizzly bears?” 
asked Mom. 

"Oh, no. Them black bears are 
the only ones that can climb like 
that. The biggest problems for 
bears nowadays is all the people 
food they're gettin’. They've found 
where they can get this free food 
and they ain't scared of humans 
no more. 

"Let me tell ya how to handle 
bears. First of all, don't leave any 
food around where they can find 
it. Specially in your tent. Lock it 
up tight in your car. If ya don't hev 
a car to put it in, ya hev to get it 
out of reach. That means hangin' it 
by a rope high in a tree. Or some 
camps even have special bear- 
proof platforms with removable 
ladders. 

“if a bear comes to your camp, 
leave him alone. Don't go hittin' 
him with a stick o' firewood like | 
done. Don't try to rescue your 
food. Jest leave him be and stay 
outa his way till he's done. They 
don't want to hurt ya; they jest 
want your food. | bet Old Bee 
Bottom's gonna catch it now." 

“They won't hurt him, will 
they?” asked Verne. 

“Nah, they'll just cart him off to 
the high mountains.” Trapper 
Logan pushed himself off the 
stump. “I'd best be goin’ now,” he 
said. 

"Well, thank you for telling us 
your bear story,” said Dad. 

“Thanks for ‘bearin’’ with me,” 
said Trapper Logan, and he 
winked at Keith. m 
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Pathfinders 


ATHFINDERS are dead.” Are But there’s even more! Turn to 
That's what he told me. And Bivouac and find out how Pete 
he should know. He was a and his pals are learning to be 
schoolteacher who spent a lot of Dead better campers. Read about other 
time with kids. Pathfinders in Spotlight and dis- 
"Why?" | asked him. cover what they're doing to get 
“They're dead because kids In each issue you'll find an to Camp Hale. And don't forget 
today watch so much TV. They exciting adventure story and a Byteline, your own computer 
don't want to belong to a club." feature on wild animals. Then column. 
He leaned back in his chair and there's Database, which has PATHFINDER magazine 
smiled. amazing facts about the world reflects Pathfinders everywhere. 
He sounds convincing. But | Pathfinders live in. In Clubcraft They're not dead at all. They're 
know he is wrong. And if you we'll show you how to make and curious, active, smart, energetic, 
think he's wrong too, then play your own game. And wait and dedicated. And they have a 
PATHFINDER magazine is for until you see the special maze lot of fun! 
you. You won't find anything like called Trailblazer! It'll challenge Don't miss a single issue of - 
it on TV! your best detective skills. PATHFINDER. 


Games. 
Í the whole family 
will enjoy. 


Egypt to Canaan. A fun-filled and fascinating journey | 
awaits all those who travel from Egypt to Canaan in this 
favorite Bible game. Both the pathway followed and the 
events en route are geographically and chronologically 
correct. US$11.95. 

Life of Christ. What was Jesus first miracle, and on what 
occasion did He perform it? Name Lazarus' two sisters. 
Who were the first two disciples Jesus called by the Sea 
of Galilee? Test your knowledge of the people and events 
during Christ's life on earth. US$11.95. 

Life of Paul. Become better acauainted with the life and 
times of Paul in this third Bible Journeys game. It is sure 
to be a challenging and exciting learning experience for 
the entire family. US$11.95. 

Nature Games. |. /rees and Flowers. 2. Birds and 
Animals. Learn to identify all types of trees and flowers or 
birds and animals in these beautifully illustrated games. 
Each set contains two games. US$9.95 per set. 

Available at your Adventist Book Center. When ordering 
by mail, add tax as applicable and 10 percent (minimum 
$1) for postage. 
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i UR teetered on the edge of 
the rock. His arms waved wildly. 
“Help!” he shouted. His red 

tennis shoes slipped, and he 
plunged up to his knees into the 
stream. 

"Oh, no! Look at me! Im 
soaked,” he wailed. 

Jena came running back to help 
him out. 

Toby slopped out of the water 
and stood dripping on the bank. 
His blue jeans were heavy and 
stuck to his legs. His socks felt like 
mush. A tiny trickle of water 
squirted from a hole in his tennis 
shoe. 

"You'd better change your 
socks and shoes,”’ said Jena, “or 
else you're going to be miser- 
able.” 

“But | didn't bring any extra,” 
moaned Toby. 

“What a way to start out the 
Trailblazers’ first camping trip,” 
broke in Tex. He was the junior 
counselor and knew the most 
about camping. “Come on, let's 
go. We've got a ways to hike 
still,” said Tex. 

The Trailblazers moved down 
the path behind Tex. 

"| think I've got blisters,” said 
MacPherson after a while. 

"That's because you're wearing 
such thin socks," said Tex. “l 
thought you knew more about 
hiking." 

"My pack is too heavy,” inter- 
rupted Pathfinder Pete. "My 


shoulders are really sore.” 
"You didn't bring those cans of 


beans along, did you?" asked Tex. 


“Well, | just thought —" 

"| told you not to bring them,” 
said Tex. 

"Where's Wendy?” asked Jena 
suddenly. 

The group stopped to rest, and 
Wendy came into view far behind 
them. Bowline, her little beagle 
dog, ran along beside her, check- 
ing out all the smells. 

"Come on, Wendy,’ ' shouted 
Tex. 

"| can't go any faster," called 
Wendy. “My legs are too short." 

Wendy was the youngest mem- 
ber of the Trailblazers. She was 
only 10. She and MacPherson and 
Toby had never gone camping 
before. 

"Maybe we'd better stop here 
and camp," suggested Jena. “l 
think we re all pretty tired and 
uncomfortable." She glanced at 
Toby. 


“No, I think we can go farther,” 
said Tex. "We've barely gotten 
started!” 

"Let's take a vote,” said Toby. 
“How many want to camp here?" 

All raised their hands except 
Tex. 

“¿Guess we'll stay here tonight,” 
Tex muttered. “Girls” tent under 
that tree, and the boys' by the 
stream. 

The Trailblazers began unpack- 
ing and pulling out their tents. 

"Aren't we supposed to have 
canvas to put under the tent to 
keep water out?” asked Toby. 

"Well, nobody brought any,” 
said Tex. “Bring me the center 
pole.” 

Toby and Pete looked at each 
other. “What center pole?” 

“It's in the bag,” said Tex. 

"Nothing's in the bag.” 

"Then it's on the ground." 

"Nope." 

“Who forgot the tent pole?” 
asked Tex. 

"You packed the tent,” said 
Toby. 

Tex stalked off into the woods 
and came back with a long stick. 
""This'll have to work instead,” he 
grumbled. 

With the stick as the center 
pole, the tent was finally put up, 
although it leaned badly to the 
left. Pete crawled in with his 
sleeping bag and knocked over the 
stick. 

“You better watch it,” saide 
Toby as they put up the tent 


“orwell smother to death 23) 
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e Do you know where the long- 
est unbroken pipeline in the 
world is found? In your body! If 
all the arteries and veins of your 
circulatory system were laid out 
end to end, they would stretch 
around the world more than four 
times—a distance of more than 
100,000 miles! Think of how 
hard your heart has to work. And 
iw gets tired after a ten-mile 
ike. 
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Snooze Alarm 


SORRY CHUM. 
THIS CELL IS BLOCKED. 


E 


e In Airplane Modeling class, 
Pathfinders are constantly 
reminded to keep their craft light- 
weight. They should be “lighter 
than air” if possible, and for 
good reason. But just how 
“light” is air? Actually, it's quite 
heavy. Few things here—other 
than the whole earth itself— 
weigh as much. If our atmos- 
phere was collected and put on a 
scale, it would weigh 5,600 tril- 
lion tons! 


e Have you ever sat around a 
camp-out fire and found that 
when you tried to stand up, your 
foot had gone numb? We say it's 
"gone to sleep." Here's why: 
When you sit in a funny position, 
the blood vessels in your leg are 
bent or narrowed. Poisonous 
wastes gather in that area and 
block the nerve cells from carry- 
ing messages from your foot to 
your brain. So your foot feels 
numb. 
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Kneed Some Time? 


@° 
——— © e Everyone knows what a wrist- 
s a watch is, right? How about a 
=> PT knee watch? Five hundred years 


ago no one had invented porta- 


ble mechanical clocks and 
SES TU N Ut watches. So busy people wore 
hourglasses tied around their 
uw. B | kneessfóftel| the time. 


` € If you're trying to get your 
—»= 

, 2 E 3 Explorer class pin, here's a hint: 
" There are still about 140 million 
square miles of earth waiting to 
be explored. That's an area 
roughly the size of 39 countries 
the size of the United States laid 
side by side. Where's all that 
land? On the ocean floor. — 


Match This 

e Most Pathfinders know how to 
build a fire without matches. 
Especially if they have their Fire 
Building and Camp Cookery 
Honor. But there was a time— 
before matches were invented— 
when everyone could do it. That 
all changed, though, one day in 
1827. A pharmacist by the name 
of John Walker was mixing some 
chemicals together with a 
wooden spatula. Leaving his work 
for a moment, the mixture coating 
the stick dried out. When he 
returned he scraped the stick 
along a rough flagstone on the 
foor to remove the stubborn resi- 
due. The stick burst into flames. 
Within a short time, building 
fires without matches became a 
rare skill indeed. 
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The Trailblazers are camping at Crescent River State Park and it’s suppertime. But Pete has gotten lost. Help him 
find his way back to camp before Tex serves all the soup. Don't forget, stay on the trails. 
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Tools and supplies: Hammer, coping saw, handsaw, carpenter's square, wood 


by Clyde McPherson 


A FAST, EXCITING GAME OF SKILL, marble football is a favorite 

of club members everywhere. But don't take our word for it. Follow 
the directions below and make your own marble football game. 
Then join in the fun! 


Y ’ 
DIRECTIONS AP e p 


the bottom edge and mark. » 
At left is an exploded diagram of the marble football game. The pm " pre SHE 
parts are labeled according to their number below. Dotted lines D. Mark a centerline on each oí STEP 


show how the pieces go together. The assembly instructions start the sideboard cleats. Center cleats (£ 


over the 1" marks. Put in one #3 


at step 1. m cr dS s 

|. Sideboards: 1" x 4" x 40" clear white pine (need 2) box nail in each cleat to hold this position. 

2. End boards: 1" x 3" x 20" clear white pine (need 2) C 

3. Sideboard cleats: 1" x 1" x 43" clear white pine or 1" quarter-round . Pull the 2 ends of the cleat down 
moulding 43" long (need 2) to the bottom edge of the sideboard to 

4. End-board cleats: 1" x 1" x 17" clear white pine or 1" quarter-round form a gentle arc. Use #3 box nails to 
moulding 17" long (need 2) fasten. Do this for both sideboards. 

5. Playing field: 4" x 187^" x 40" Masonite or pine plywood sheet (need 1) D , 

6. Marble ramps: 1” x 6" x 6" clear white pine (need 4) . Trim off excess with handsaw. 

7. Ramp guides: Va” x 8" x 8" Masonite or pine plywood sheets (need 8) 


A. Cut all boards to proper size. Have your instructor cut the 


playing field and ramp guides on a SE 
table saw for you. | 


1. Measure finished length, and mark. Use 


carpenter's square to draw straight line | | 


2. Saw along line made by carpenter's 
square. Be sure to support cut 


end to prevent ai ae A | 
_——— NN 


chipping. ee 


STEP 


STEP 
B . Use glue on all joints F 
when nailing the parts 
together. In many cases, 
glued joints are actually 
stronger than the pieces they 
are holding together. Be care- 
ful to keep the glue in the 
joints—and not on your uni- 
form! 


| Center the end- 
board cleats on 
the bottom edge 
of the end boards, 
and nail down 
with #3 box nails. 
There should be a 


11" space between the ends of each cleat 
and the end-board ends. The 2 sideboards 
will fit into these spaces. 


Paint the playing field, using dark- 
green spray paint. 


1. Measure off “10-yard” lines, STEP 


goal lines, and sideline 
boundaries, just like a 
real football field. 


2. Use Y." masking tape to cover these - 


lines. 

3. Spray at least 2 coats, sanding lightly 
between them. It is important that the 
playing surface is smooth. The first 
coat ofpaint will raise the grain of the 
wood, and the unevenness must be 
sanded. Remove masking tape when 
paint is dry. 


Å. Assemble the sideboards 
STEP and end boards as illustrated. 
— Use 6d finishing nails and 
plenty of glue. 


B. Insert the painted sal ing field into 
the now-completed box. The field should 
fit snugly along the tops of the cleats. Use 
v" wire brads or staples to hold it in place. 


STEP. 


A . Make a cardboard guide 


for the marble ramp from the 


measurements given. Trace this shape 
onto the ramp pieces. 


1. Draw a 1" grid on a sheet of 
cardboard. 

2. Copy design of ramp from 
illustration given. Be sure mea- 
surements are right. 

3. Cutthis shape out and trace 
around it onto each of the ramps. 
These are your cutting guidelines. 


B „ Use a coping 
saw to cut out the 4 
ramps. Always start 
at the narrow end to 
prevent splitting. 


E: . Repeat this. 
same procedure for 
the 8 ramp guides. 


A. Attach the ramp guides to the marble 
ramps, using Y,” wire brads or staples. 


B . Besure that the end-board slots of 
the ramp and the ramp guides are lined up 
pe operly. If they aren't, the ramp will not 

able to slide easily along the end board 
during play. 


Paint all pieces as desired. 
Include club mascots, 
mottoes, nicknames, what- 
ste ever 

you want—make it your own 
game. 


Cut the football from a piece of balsa 
wood as shown, or use a folded piece of 
paper. Just about anything will work— 
even a jelly-jar lid! For an official marble- 
football football, just write Pathfinder 
Pete, and he'll send you one free! His 
address is: Pathfinder Pete, 55 West Oak 
Ridge Drive, Hagerstown, Maryland 
21740. 


STEP 


Rules of play 


To start, place the football on the 
"50- yard” line. One team then “kicks 
off" by rolling one marble down the 
ramp. When the marble either hits or 
passes the football, the opponents may 
start rolling marbles—one at a time. The 
object of the game is to push the 
power across the opposing team’s goal 
ine 


Each player may slide his/her ramp from 
side to side to aim his marbles. 


If the football is knocked out-of-bounds, 
itis placed on the center of the yard line 
where it went out. The team that 
knocked it out must wait while the 
opponent gets one free roll. Then play 
continues, 


A touchdown is 6 points. When a goal 
is made, the football is placed on the 
10-yard line, and the scoring team rolls 
one marble for the extra point. 


The team that did not score begins the 
next round with the kickoff. 


Players can roll one marble at a time— 
no more. But to make it interesting, roll 
as many as you like. Adds some variety. 


Then let the game begin: = 
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The Mount Aetna Pioneers Path- 
finder Club is cookin' to get to 
Camp Hale. This summer they fixed 
breakfast for the Chesapeake camp 
meeting, held on the grounds of 
Highland View Academy. 

The club received most of their 
food through donations. More than 
a thousand eggs were given by a 
staff member's father. Church mem- 
bers donated pancake batter and 
syrup. Highland View Academy 
Bakery furnished the bread. And 
Worthington Foods Corporation sup- ! 
plied the vegetarian sausages. | 


One hundred and twenty handcrafted cars 
raced down the track. The Chesapeake Confer- 
ence's Pinewood Derby was under way. Eleven 
clubs took part in the annual event hosted by 
the Frederick, Maryland, club. 

Qualifying heats were run to determine the 
fastest car in each club. These winners then 
went wheel to wheel in a race to the finish. 

When the dust settled, Todd Bayles, of Lau- 
rel, was the winner. Todd inherits the trophy 
from 1983 Chesapeake champ David Simms, of 
Norrisville. 

In second place was David Knapp, also of 
Norrisville. Third place was a tie between 
Sharon Calicott, of Atholton, and Calvin Glock, 
of Susquehanna. Their cars both turned in 
identical running times. 


Crowded 


ut 


It was almost three-thirty in the afternoon. People 
crowded around the parade route. The Pathfinder parade, 
part of the United Youth Congress held in Atlanta, 
Georgia, was about to begin. 

But where was the parade's grand marshal? Elder C. E. 
Bradford was trying to get through all those people. But 
there were too many spectators on the Atlanta streets. Elder 
Bradford couldn't get to the parade's starting point. Elder 
C. E. Dudley, president of the South Central Conference, 
took Elder Bradford's place, and the parade began on time. 

Almost two thousand Pathfinders took part in the 
weekend activities. Some of the Pathfinders came from as 
far away as Chicago, New York, and Fort Worth, Texas. 
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The 

Case of - 

the Missing 

Tent Pole Continued from page 9 


"OK," said Tex. "Let's have a 
fire and get some supper. Wendy 
and MacPherson can gather wood 
while | make the fire pit.” Tex 
made a circle with stones and then 
stacked the wood Wendy and 
MacPherson had brought. 

Just about then the wind began 
to blow hard, and thunder rum- 
bled in the distance. 

"Oh, no, it's going to rain!” 
cried Wendy. 

"Didn't you check the weather 
report before we left?” Jena asked 


“Well...uh...!lwas going to, 
butl... well.” 

"| can't believe it,” said Jena. 

"Come on, you guys,” said 
Pete. “I think we all need to have 
a talk. Let's go into our tent, where 
it’s dry, and have a powwow.” 

Everyone crowded into the tent. 
"Does anyone have a flashlight so 
we can see?” asked Pete. 

No one did. 

"Well, you'll have to admit that 
things haven't gone all that well 
on this trip,” he said. 

Wendy and Toby nodded, and 
Tex looked uncomfortable. 

"We've all made silly mis- 
takes," continued Pete. “I brought 
cans of baked beans." > 

"| didn't bring extra socks,” said 
Toby. 

"| forgot the mosquito repel- 
lent," said Wendy. 

"And | didn't check the weather 
report or make sure the camping 
equipment was in good shape," 
said Tex. 

^if we're going to be a top- 


notch Pathfinder Club,” said Pete, 
"then we're going to have to learn 
to work together to plan our trips. 
We need to make a master list of 
everything to take and give every- 
one a specific job to do. What do 
you think?” 

"| think you're right," said Jena. 
"Before we go on another trip let's 
have a meeting. We'll plan exactly 
what we need and what we're 
going to do.” 


GUESS WHO? 


It's me! 
Pathfinder Pete. 


You didn't recognize me, did you? Well, if you 
think I've changed, just look at what's happened 
to Pathfinder magazine. It's changed too! Great 
wilderness adventures. Colorful nature stories. 
Exciting mission features. When you put it all 
together, it's a Pathfinder magazine you'll want 
to read over and over again. 


ers: 


danced around in circles. 
“We're going to be the best 


the Trailblazers. 


more to one address are $5.45 per subscription; in Canada, $7.80. 
Mail to: Pathfinder Magazine e Subscriber Services, Box 1119 e Hagerstown, MD 21741 


L M gum BM D pr BM Vor BS UM i m MM 7 71 M mu m 


So ask your club leader or your parents to order Pathfinder for you. Or clip out this coupon below 
and send it in. But do it now. You won't want to miss a single issue of the new Pathfinder magazine. 


Pathfinder is published quarterly. A single subscription is $6.45; in Canada, $9.00. Clubs of ten or 


| 


y " | NN åE NM UM NM I NM M NM D 0 M _ 
i C ^ | 
" send _ — subscriptions for Pathfinder fo: 
B Name mm 
I nU CULO AE SE A m BE Ll MM 
y 
Ai D CA M VE. 8 ear / AP 
E 
B Z enclose my check or money order in the amount of = 3 
p Please charge to my — Visa  — MasterCard account. 
7 | 
ü Acct. No. — _ Ex. date Signature — zw 
fi Published by the Review and Herald Publishing Association. 


"Yeah!" chorused the Trailblaz- 


Bowline added a few woofs and 


Pathfinders ever!” said Pete, trying 
to grab the dog. Bowline skidded 
out of reach and knocked against 
the center pole. Whap! The pole 
broke, and down came the tent, 
settling gently over the heads of 
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"I HATE 


Ron looked up from her 


desk. “What did you say?" 

^| said, ‘| hate computers!’ ”’ 
Pete shot back. "And | mean it.” 

Robin put down her pencil and 
leaned back in her chair. 

"Now, Pete, computers are just 
machines. How could you possi- 
bly hate a machine?" 

"Aw, | don't hate them, really.” 
He shrugged. “I hate hearing 
about them. It seems like every- 
where you go there's a computer 
this, and a computer that. Noth- 
ing's just plain old ordinary any- 
more. | guess I'm getting tired of 
G^ 

Robin smiled. “Tell me, Pete, 
have you ever used a computer for 
anything?” 

"What would I use a computer 
for?" he answered. “It can't pitch 
baseballs, or paddle a canoe, or 
go rock climbing. All it's good for 
is figuring math problems. And I 
can do that by myself." 

"Now, Pete"—she wagged a 
finger at him—"'you're showing 
your ignorance. Computers can 
do a lot more than you think. 
That's why you hear so much 
about them.” 

"Name one thing!” Pete 
crossed his arms defiantly. 

‘Well, how about homework?" 
she replied. "Sure, computers can 
do math problems. But they can 


also help you study for history tests 
or write English papers." 

“English papers?" 

"Or how about PE? Did you 
know your tennis racquet was 
designed with the help of a com- 
puter?” 

Pete was surprised. “No kid- 
ding?” 

“Did you know there are com- 
puter programs that can teach you 
spelling, biology, long division, 
geometry, even the books of the 
Bible?” Robin leaned forward in 
her chair. “But all that is only a 
part of the picture.” 

Pete scratched his head. 

“If you want to get technical,” 
she went on, "'car ignition sys- 
tems, airplane navigation, space- 
ships, books, air-conditioning 
controls, telephones, wrist- 
watches, welding equipment, 
telescopes, paint, and even vege- 
table soup are made with or aided 
by the help of computers.” Robin 
paused to catch her breath. 

“You see, Pete,” she smiled, 
"computers have something to do 
with almost every part of life.” 

Pete slumped into a nearby 
chair and sighed. "Well, that's just 
great," he muttered. 

"What's the matter?" Robin 
asked. "Don't you understand 
computers better now?” 

"Sure," he replied. "But know- 


Are you computer-friendly? 
If not, perhaps you 
and Pete have something 
incommon... 
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ing how important they are makes 
me feel even worse.” 

Robin frowned. “Why?” 

"| don't know how to use one.” 


Do you? Computers are a big 
part of our lives. And they'll prob- 
ably become more important. 
Because of this, learning how to 
use one is a must for Pathfinders. 
So to help acquaint you with what 
computers can do, PATHFINDER 
is adding Byteline, a column just 
about computers. Each Byteline 
will contain helpful hints about 
how to understand your computer 
better. It will include easy-to-use 
games, quizzes, and special tasks 
that are fun to do. So if you don't 
like computers, either, watch for 
Byteline. It could open a whole 
new world for you. 19 


ASON could hardly wait 
until two o'clock. 

At last the big day had arrived; 
His Pathfinder Club was going 
camping. And Jason was ready 
for adventure. 

Not that Jason had never had 
any adventure before. There had 
been plenty of adventure in the 
city. Like the time Mom had let 
him take the subway all the way 
downtown to Dad's office. And 
the time he almost got locked in 
the dinosaur room at the 
museum. - 

But for all the thrills of his 
young life, this was going to be 
the best. Jason had never before 
slept outside in the woods. 

The bus left at exactly 2:00 
P.M. The ride to the campground 
took about three hours. After din- 
ner and worship, twenty-seven 
Pathfinders crowded around the 
campfire for the start of Mr. 
Bush's famous story hour. 

"Do you know the story about 
the cavemen of up-State New 
York?" Mr. Bush began. 

Jason's eyes widened as Mr. 
Bush told the scariest story he 
had ever heard. And then Miss 
Roundtree added a story about 
the wild wolves that roamed the 
countryside in Oregon, where 
she grew up. 

By the time the story hour was 


finished, Jason wasn't sure the 
woods were a proper place to 
sleep at night. "I sure wish | 
were back in the city," Jason told 
Nathan, his tent mate. ‘‘At least 
you have all those policemen to 
protect you." 

"You don't believe 
all those stories, do you?" 
Nathan asked while crawling into 
his sleeping bag. "I've been out 
here for two years and never 


even heard a—" 


"What was that?" Jason inter- 
rupted. 

Both boys held still and 
strained to hear the strange 
noise. 

"There it is again," Jason whis- 
pered. “Did you hear it?” 

"Yeah, | did. But | think it was 
just an owl or something." 

"Can owls hurt you?" Jason 
asked. 

"| don't think so. They're 
interested only in eating mice 
and snakes and things like that." 

"Snakes! You mean there are 
snakes out here? l've never seen 
a snake except in the museum.” 

"Well, I'm not sure there are 
snakes. Probably too many ani- 
mals around that would kill 
them. Like wolves and bobcats 
and —” 

“Wolves! | thought they lived 
only up in Canada somewhere. 
And bobcats! Nathan, this place 
isn't safe!” 

"Oh, sure it is, Jason. You're 
just scared by all those stories 
about the cavemen.” 

"Don't remind me. I wish Id 
never heard that story. What if 
people like that lived out here in 
the mountains. Why, they might 


come down to a camp like this 
and— 


"Nathan, did you hear what I 
just heard?" 

"You mean that noise that 
sounds like someone walking?" 
Nathan was getting to be as 
frightened as Jason. 

"Listen, there it is again. It's 
coming this way. What are we 
going to do!" 

"| think we better run for it,” 
Nathan answered. 

The boys scrambled out of 
their sleeping bags and were 
about to run when a large hand 
appeared in the flap of the tent. 

"Look out!” Jason yelled. “It's 
going to get us!” 

“What's the matter in there?” a 
familiar voice called. It was Mr. 
Bush. “I was just checking to see 
that everyone was tucked in. 
What are you guys afraid of? It 
wasn't that story, was it?" 

It took Mr. Bush a few more 
minutes to calm Jason and 
Nathan down and to assure them 
that the camp was safe. 

"One thing to remember," Mr. 
Bush reminded, “is that we really 
aren't alone out here.” 

"There you go again,” said 
Jason. 

"No, I'm not trying to scare 
you. Look it up in your Bibie 
before you go to sleep. It's in 
Psalm 34:7. There's Someone 
else camping here with us. 
Someone on our side. Someone 
who can keep us from being 
afraid." 

"Listen! What's that awful 
noise?" asked Nathan. 

Mr. Bush listened closely and 
then began to laugh. “That's 
Mrs. Bush, boys. I told her I'd be 
gone only a few minutes. | better 
get back to my tent or she'll 
come looking for me.” 

"Think you can find the way 
back all by yourself?" Jason 
asked. “Don't want you to be 
afraid, you know." » 21 


M AYDAY! Mayday! This 


is flight 221 to control tower. 
Request permission to land 
immediately. Storm damage has 
knocked out engine number one. 


Emergency landing." 

"Roger. This is control tower. 
We're making the necessary 
arrangements. Medical help is on 
Its way.” 

Sometimes communication can 
save a life. But whether or not 
lives are at stake, communication 
is still important. Here at PATH- 
FINDER magazine we don't have 
many emergency rescues. But we 
do need to hear from you. So 
write to us and tell us what you 
think. About our new magazine, 
about vou, or about Pathfinders. 

But writing to us is only a part. 
This column is for Pathfinder 


Crystal Craffe 
P.O. Box 373 
Soap Lake, Washington 98851 


nur fem, york 


Tina Brayfield 


Rt. 1, Box 545 ! 
Fredericktown, Missouri 63645 


Pals, too. Your club may have 
only a few members, but there 
are 25,000 other Pathfinders out 
there with interests, hobbies, and 
adventures to share. Start a cross- 
country friendship with another 
Pathfinder Club member. It's 
good for you and your club. 

Send us your name, age, and 
address, and tell us something 
about yourself. It's a great 
chance to meet new fun people. 
And just think, the four lucky 
Pathfinders whose names are 
below will have 24,996 Pathfind- 
ers to hear from. Write to us 
today! 


Raylene Bagshaw 


1519 Hillway Rd. 
Apopka, Florida 32703 


Chris Cotta 
400 Santa Maria Way 
Longwood, Florida 32750 
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. Next Issue: 


ALMOST 10 
Will shy Loretta have to collect 
cans by herself? 
TRAILBLAZER 
See how many cans you can help 
Pete collect in his subdivision. 
A SCORE TO SETTLE 


It was Cosmos the shark, and he 
was headed straight for Mike. 


NEW EX 


NINE MORE 
BANNER BOOKS 


Battle for Barbie, by Reva I. Smith. 

| Teen-ager Barbie finds her life 
caught up in the tragedy of parental 
problems and the compelling power 
of a new way of life. 


Crusader Conspiracy, by Lois M. 
Parker. Thirteen-vear-old William de 
Bohun sets out on an adventure that 
nearly costs him his life in this tale 
of the twelfth century. 


Mary Andrews—Miss Swiss Mis- 
sionary, by Carolyn Byers. The biog- 
raphy of the daughter of our first 
overseas missionary conveys some- 
thing of the commitment to mission 
service of a teen-ager in the early 
days of our church. 


Miracle at James Towne, by Lois 
Parker. Fohn Ffloud became a 

| leader in the colony and later joined 
the Virginia House of Burgesses, but 
this story starts when he left Eng- 
land for the New World in 1610 as 
a teen-ager. 


Miss Dr. Lucy, by Carol Behrman. A 
truly remarkable and trailblazing 
American woman, Miss Dr. Lucy, 
was this country's first woman den- 
tist. Read her story of faith and 
courage in the face of tremendous 
obstacles. 


No More Alphabet Soup, by Nancy 
Irland. Here is thrilling mission 
adventure for junior boys and girls. 
There is plenty of excitement and 
wild animals. 


On My Back, Looking Up, by Eve- 
lyn Orser. The diagnosis was bone 
cancer. This is Evelyn's own 
account of her spiritual odyssey and 
physical progress after hearing those 
frightening words. Her testimony 
will strengthen vour faith in God. 


Rainbows of Promise, by Ivy 
Doherty. Primary and junior boys 
and girls will enjoy this story of a 
slave born in the State of Maryland 
in 1817. 


ITING STORIES! 


Trail of Peril, by Yvonne Davy. The 
true story of a German rabbi's son 
who became a Christian and wit- 
nessed throughout the world to 
mighty rulers and lowly desert 
tribesmen. 


Available at your Adventist Book 
Genter. Call toll free (800) 253-3000 
and use your bank card to charge. 
When ordering by mail, add tax and 
allow 10 percent (minimum $1) for 
postage. 
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